84   LADY BEACONSFIELD AND HER TIMES

Lady C. (literatim) : You old fool 1 Why, he sent me this
book this morning. You need not look at it; you can't
understand it. It is the finest book ever written. Gone
Abroad, indeed! Why, he is the best ton in London, There is
not a party that goes down without him. The Duchess of
Hamilton says there is nothing like, I/ady Londsdale would
give her head and shoulders for him. He would not dine at
your house if you were to ask him. He does not care for
people because they are lords; he must have fashion, or
beauty, or wit, or something: and you are a very good sort of
person but you are nothing more/'

How it must all have thrilled Sarah, mourning her dead
lover among the beechwoods of Bradenham, and pouring a
double portion of her affection on her miraculous brother in
consequence.

At Mrs. Norton's house that year he was introduced to Lord
Melbourne, who behaved with great cordiality and inquired
what was Mr. Disraeli's ambition. 'To be Prime Minister,"
came the startling reply, and Lord Melbourne, having recovered
from his surprise, reed plisolemnly: "No chance of that in our
time." He then explained at some length that after Lord Grey,
an old man, gave up the premiership, Stanley must inevitably
succeed him. Stanley could then remain in office practically as
long as he liked. No doubt Mr. Disraeli would do very well
in politics, but there was no use asking for the moon.

In 1848, Melbourne, in his old age, hearing that Disraeli
was to lead the Tory Party in the House, made the astounded
comment:

"By God, the fellow will do it, yet!"
Also in 1834 there was Henrietta*

Perhaps if there had been no Henrietta, Disraeli might never
have settled down with Mary Anne, twelve years older than
himself, in which case history would have needed to be re-
written because lacking Mary Anne he could never have risen
to the heights which he reached ultimately. Not the least
remarkable of his achievements was to marry the right
- woman.

_ Ideas of marriage did not enter into the association with
Henrietta, who already possessed a husband. Disraeli merely
loved her passionately. It is even unlikely that she would have
wished to marry him had she been free. Henrietta was one of
those perfect companions who take a man's life from the shadows